one of civilization's deepest needs. This act of remembering is also an imperative of the ethic within which palliative care operates. N'oublions jamaisl We Must Never Forget! The standards of a civilization cannot long be sustained if people, comfortable in their silent indifference, utterly fail to stand up in the open plain of humanity to raise an enduring cry of outrage against the continuing acts of inhumanity and heartless neglect that are destroying the lives of so many human beings across the planet. However, no one, at any given moment, can possibly give attention of mind and heart to all the diverse and massive events of suffering simultaneously going on in the world around us.
H we could master such comprehensive attention, we would very likely go mad. So, to concentrate thinking about why we should never forget and how we should remember the war dead, I fix my gaze on the long and continuing nights of suffering in Iraq and Afghanistan.
Civilized life itself is in rapid meltdown when, as has been happening for sometime now in Iraq, three thousand or more babies, children, parents, grandparents, police, civil servants, and soldiers are being killed month after month. That massive and continuing destruction of life is surely the most horrible face of a civilization in collapse. However, it is hardly less disturbing to witness so-called civilized minds shrinking down into black holes of comfortable indifference towards both the deaths and suffering of people in distant lands, as well as to the destruction of their own country's men and women.
Bob Herbert, in a recent article in the International Herald Tribune, chastises this indifference: an indifference epitomized in a student's statement that none of his friends even really care about what is going on in Iraq; an indifference enabling people "to go about their daily lives completely unconcerned about the atrocities resulting from a war being waged in their name." This same indifference shields many from any concern about their own countrymen About the Eve That Has Become A Long Night In the first week or March, 2003, I realized that an impending American-led-and British-Iedwar in Iraq, were it actually to occur, would bring down upon the people of Iraq the darkness of a new suffering; a new suffering also for many other people, a number impossible to predict, who would very likely be drawn into the chaos accompanying and following upon an utterly unnecessary and immoral military venture. So, on March 6, 2003, I wrote the editorial titled "On the Eve of a New Suffering" for the Spring number of this journal (1) .
I wrote that editorial to amplify John Berger's message, "... I write in a night of shame" (2); to confirm Picasso's stand for life against death, for peace against war (3); and to break a "blackvoiced silence" (4) that seemed, three and a half years ago, to have been muffling sustained and strong cries of humanity's intelligence against the plans and maneeuvres of a new barbarity. I wrote that editorial in a journal of palliative care because to have remained silent about that massive new impending suffering would have been to betray the ethic within which palliative care works. That ethic is an uncompromising rejection of the logic of exclusion, the logic that says we don't have to be concerned about some people who suffer, because they are not one of us. Now, three and a half years later, that eve of early March 2003 has long since become a continuing long night of suffering, destruction, and chaos; of mounting numbers of dead children, parents, families, and soldiers; of frightful numbers of surviving but physically and psychically shattered soldiers and civilians; of row upon row of loved ones, friends, and families whose lives have been dramatically emptied and reshaped by the enduring pressure of loss and grief. I write this editorial now to raise high the idea that remembering these war dead and all these physically and emotionally shattered survivors is an act of civilization and, as well, and women, both those who have been killed and the many more who have been so badly maimed. "The Americans dying in Iraq are barely mentioned in the press anymore. They warrant maybe one sentence in a long roundup article out of Baghdad....They are dying anonymously and pointlessly, while the rest of us are free to buckle ourselves into the family vehicle and head off to the malls and shop" (5) .
Why must we never forget? Well, if we cannot remember those who have died for our sakes, and if we cannot remember the thousands who have died because of the wars waged in our names, we will never rise to the acts of recollection upon which maintenance of the standards of a civilization depends. These acts of recollection are a bringing together of those many many rememberings that we need to hold together to recognize who all these people are who have died; and equally to recognize what we have become and what we have failed to be.
If remembering is for recollection, and recollection is for recognition (6) , remembering is the beginning of this logic of civilization. Simply "not to forget" is not enough. Without these rememberings, we will quite surely fail to recognize our slipping down and away from civilized thought and behaviour.
Take Time To Remember?
Remember the war dead? Why? So they do not die anonymously. These many dead are not nameless ants crushed to death in their hills under the stomping feet of a raging animal. These many people have names, families, and histories. The very least we can do is remember their names and their faces. Efforts have been made to do this for the dead soldiers. The New York Times, I think in 2005, published page after page of the pictures, names, and dates of death of all the U.S. soldiers who had been killed up to that time. On November 11 of this year, Remembrance Day in Canada, the Montreal Gazette's front page carried the names, dates of death, and pictures of all the Canadian soldiers (42 as of To our benefactor that date) who have been killed in Afghanistan over the last year.
However, over this same period, an estimated 500,000 or more children, women, and men in Iraq, and hundreds in Afghanistan, have had their lives destroyed. Where are their names and pictures? The rest of us in the world, we who are not friends or family members of all these war dead, we will surely never know their names or carry their pictures in our memories. What is possible, though, is to remember at least one of these human beings, and in so doing become linked to all the others.
The image I can never forget and I regularly bring to mind is of a little three-year-old girl in Iraq, her dress spattered with the blood of all her family members who had just been shot to death in their car by soldiers who mistook them for the enemy. A little girl wailing in the night, spotlighted by the head lamps of military vehicles....
...All of the nameless and imageless others who have been anonymously destroyed during this long night of suffering are there, right there in and with that little girl, who had just lost everyone, and is now alone in the world.
Take time to remember? Yes, because the incandescent memory of that little girl, or of others liker her, or of even one of those who have been killed, will keep us awake to the lies and barbaric behaviours that betray the ethic of humanity underpinning civilization and palliative care, one of civilization's achievements.
